F. John             OLD WOMAN ISLAND

Blight

You can imagine the continual talk,
The sway and the swagger, the glasses lifted
To be smashed on the rocks; not a mile's walk
From the shore-as if the headland shifted

Out with the tide on drifting sands; like the pub
Two stories above the poor men's houses, which loomed
Licentious above low trees. This was the hub
Of the waves' circles. Where the surf boomed,

From its white lips this larger bubble
Grassed, bare of timber, emerged flattening:   .
As though a strong land wind blew double
The strength of the sea wind, battening

Down hatches of air bluer than blue sky

/

And even than sea. Some were amazed
At this deeper blue. No outline for the eye
But of colour on colour; a patchwork of crazed

Artistry, uncaptured by brush, too blue:
And no relief but a line of surf, or bird.
Then, there was this enigma of naming, too,
"Old Woman Island" . . , what legend behind each
word?
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